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could be seen strolling on the Pincio with their
charges. They were instantly recognizable by their
gay costumes or ''uniforms." They wore coloured
silk-taffeta skirts and, on their heads, wide ribbon
ruches., held in position by big gold or silver pins,
with long streamers trailing behind. Beautiful silk, .
or cashmere shawls were worn over their shoulders.
Necklaces, and ear-rings of filigree or coral were their
most conspicuous ornaments. There was great
competition among them as to who should be the
smartest. Their brightly coloured costumes rivalled
those of the ciociare who were the Roman peasants
of Ciociaria, quite close to Rome. These ciociare,
who were well known for their great beauty and
physique, used to stand about in the Piazza di Spagna,
waiting for artists who needed them as models. It
was a charming sight to see them dancing the
Tarantella in the square, and behind them the back-
ground of the historical steps of Trinita di Monti
on which sat, and stood many girls with baskets and
stands of beautiful flowers, which they sold to the
public.
I remember on my twelfth birthday being allowed
for the first time to taste champagne, and at the
end of lunch that day my father handed me a glass,
which had within it barely a tablespoonful, and as
I drank it, I thought what a delicious lemonade it
was. The taste lingered in my mind.
Some months after this event when one evening
I was saying " Good night" to my father, who had
been invited to dine at the Quirinal, I asked him:
" Papa, will you be having champagne ? "
" Yes, my dear, I expect so/' replied my father,
and entered his carriage.